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and hair Vbreadth image of the Bergner. Heavenly day. Apple-
blossom and the decor of Viennese operette with Lea Seidl
in the wings preparing to warble. There are five workmen,
Italians from Trieste, though they prefer to call themselves
Austrians. All are of an incredible Gemutlichkeit; the one named
Rudi is the perfect Joe Gargery. The hillside belongs toGreneker,
who has already built three houses on it, and is busy on a fourth.
Or rather it is Mrs G. who is busy; she is architect., builder,
engineer, plumber, decorator3 and foreman of works. The
land is terraced as in Provence, and one of the feats of this
extraordinary little lady, as practical as she is fascinating, has
been to make a road 800 feet long, 16 feet wide, and in places
20 feet deep, without any engineering training whatever. She
builds, without plans, large airy rooms of sweet-smelling pine.
I do a lot of scrambling, holding on by the scaffold-poles, and
wonder what it is in the New York air that enables me to sit
up till all hours of the night in an atmosphere which in London
would make a horse dizzy, but here merely clears the brain.
Lunch in the open air consists of salami, raw Italian ham
and cheese, followed by chicken soup, chicken and spinach,
iced beer, coffee, and creme-de-menthe frappe. This was the
workmen's meal, cooked by them and smelling so good that
we jumped at the invitation to share it. Where it all comes
from even the Grenekers don't know, as this is a wilderness
apparently without hotels, restaurants, or shops. We are an
extraordinarily gay little party, and I feel I am nearer to American
life than I have yet got. Mrs G., who as the day wears on becomes
more and more like the Bergner., has the same child-like mutinme
masking colossal intelligence. She has invented finger-stalls
with brushes at the end of them; these are for the use of
painters, enabling them to work on their canvases with five
or, I suppose, ten fingers at once. She combats the suggestion
that this is painting a la Lewis Carroll by the statement that the
method is psychologically and functionally more correct, I
refrain from retorting that I shall look forward to listening to
a painting by Mark Hambourg.
After lunch B. goes in the car to advise in the purchase of